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nr Clw time has come, " the walrus said, 

"to talk of many things 

of shoes and ships and sealing wax 

of cabbages and kings 

and why the sea is boiling hot 

and whether pigs have wings ' 



-betels CParroU 









'Qfiometimcs life takes hoi/ of one, 

carries the body abng, 

accomplishes ones history, 

and pet is net real, 

kit leaves oneself as if it were slurred ever. 

'qpwail,' Oifrs. Otfe-relsad to Inrscll 
' Q5 7 wail, and what Q& wait for 
can never come 

-DH Lawrence 
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Send a trade (line, cuuplc bucks, mixtape, your undying 
love, ect) for a xine. Spread the love with all your best 
friends and enemies. Thanks so much for reading! 



I have to be honest... I wasn't sure I would actually finish this zine. It's 
the second one I have written, and due to my utter dissappointment in 
the first one, I wasn't sure If I wanted to make a feeble attempt at a 
second. But I had too much material that I wanted to be able to 
distribute, that I wanted people other than those in my immideate 
drde of friends to read and hopefully enjoy and relate to. This zine isn't 
very political. It's mostly excerpts straight from my Journal, and poetry 
that I have written. Several of the drawings are done by me, some are 
by my beautiful and talented younger sister, Emily. Politics are a big 
part of my life, but only In the essence that they represent something 
bigger and more important than myself or the labels and restrictions 
that we slap on them. "Oh, how the world dearly loves a cage" stated 
the wise, beautiful Maude In the movie "Harold and Maude," and the 
evidences of her statement are obvious In every essence of life. This i5 
not necessarily a bad thing, It Is simply the way that we make sense of 
the world around us... It Is evident In every culture and people group 
across the globe, most particularly in relation to politics in subcultures 
related to (dare I say it?) punk rock, riot grrrl, femlnism,animal rights^ 
ect. In subcultures I think sometimes politics get to be gaudy labels 
that people wear and hide behind, but never truly believe. They sort of 
purchase them like shoes. But I'd like to think that politics should be 
and ultimately ARE about truth first, and then love. And when the/ 
aren't, you really need to check yourself. You could be getting In the 
way of something really beautiful and good that could be happening to 
and through you. 

At any rate, these reasons are part of THE reason that I chose to 
become a Christian, that I became vegan, that I started up a feminist 
dub at my school, that my friend and I sponsor a little boy In Thailand 
even that I give money to homeless people. Because I believe those 
things are of utmost Importantance, the causes behind the effects wilt 
naturally seep Into my writing. But I wanted this zine to be about th€ 
bigger causal effects, not Just about doing "good" things, but rather 
about the ebb and flow of the tides of life, about beauty and pain and 
overcoming ... and most of all about the growth that I have 
experienced the past year. My favorite poet, Marge Piercy, wrote this 



*m where she speaks about how life Is not always about the straight 
fine. Sometimes it's about the circular, and recognizing patterns, like 
seasons. It is in recognizing those patterns that we can learn to find 
meaning. Through our connectedness. I've started to look for those 
patterns In places I thought they could not exist. I've started to fight 
alienation, rather than embracing it or using It as an excuse to be sad 
or angry. I never thought you could do that unless you compromised 
your beliefs. But that Is a lie. You just have to keep trying, with all of 
your strength. Even In the driest desert there Is water If you dig deep 
enough. I've started digging, knees in the dirt, both hands shoved deep 
into the sand. I've learned to daim my emotions and feelings as my* 
own, and not to place blame of them on anyone else. But that also 
means that my Joy Is my own, and no one can take It away from me. 
And the funny thing about joy is, you don't mind giving it away. Iff 
one of those cup runneth over type deals. Oh, the Irony of life... 

That's what this zine is about... that and the art (my writing) itself. An4 
I hope that someone else can relate and grow from It as well. 

Thanks for reading! Write me with any responses... I need feedback! 

Much love, 
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Kate Durbin 

13800 Biola Avenue V 

Box 1078 

La Mirada, CA 

90639 



He will hear only twittering in his ean> 
like the chirping of tropical parakeets, 
as he stares at the open hole in my face, 
waiting for it to shrink up as an anenome 
when it pulls into itseli 
for survival. 

That Is so that he can kiss me 
without appearing rude. 

I'll know he isn't listening, 

if he was I wouldn't have spoken. 

And when my eyes begin to liquify, 

it will Just be the sea all 

that has conviently disguised tears for centuries. 

It will have nothing to do with you 

or the rest of the gypsies selling bangles to tourists, 

while the little dark haired boy, 

trained from birth for a life of deception, 

steals my wallet from my backpocket. 

It will have nothing to do with anything. 

It never did. 



EMAIL : xcornf lakegirlxg yahoo . com 



I will admit defeat flippantly 



I will run ten miles on the beach every morning 
and afterward throw up 
my failures and weaknesses 
along with my breakfast. 

No one will know that I still dream about honesty. 

In southern di mates 

honesty is a tiny Island off the coast 

where the fish never bite 

and extinct beavers still build dams, 

unaware that long ago 

they were listed In the children's history books 

as non-existent. 

I will speak of you 

but only as a memory 

on nights when the moon 

is condescending and pregnant 

in the safety net of the night sky 

and I have too much red wine 

sloshing around dangerously in my belly 

His white teeth will glearr 
at me In the yellow light 
like a homing beacon 
or a ravenous beast. 

I will speak of a girt I once knew, 

mentioning insignificant facts, 

like how you used to brush your teeth 

for five full minutes. 

Facts masking 

something that once lived and breathed 

but now lies cold and stiff. 



'Z7nv hare to the Jark With esbreii neons 



July 2 1st... sort of... some where over the eastern United States 

The sky out my right portal window is a soft version of 
beautiful.... gray fuzzing Into pink, purple, dark blue and then 
light blue before meeting with an ocean of celestial white 
clouds. The moon is shining bright, almost full - if only I ha^ 
payed more attention those two days I was in astronomy, I 
would know its name. But alas, she shall remain nameless, the 
bright silvery almost full moon. I can see the darkened spots 
of her hills and valleys, like the uneven texture of an oil 
painting. Coming back to LA day before yesterday made me 
realize how greatly my soul craves nature and Its beauty, and 
that the mere sight of the night sky with the brilliant moon 
and her baby stars encircling her can always make me feel 
happy, can always make me feel at home. 

July 7th, 2002- 

am exhausted but will try and record the day a bit - I really 
need to buckle down and punch out a story for once, I relaly 
have no idea what to write about though. I haven't read 
nearly enough for this trip and the summer, but I think Plath's 
Journals have given me a bit of direction, they have certainly 
had a profound impact on me. Although when it comes down 
to it, I know theres a big chance that I won't ever make it as 
a writer. I suppose that's ok, the act of writing Is in some 
ways more important and life-giving to me than actual 
publication ever would be. I could tell myself that publication 
would be soley for the benefit of others, but I know deep 
down that it would be mostly to pamper my ego... but I also 
know that If I study and write religiously that I CAN write good 
poems and stories.... I just want them to mean something, to 
be real and honest and meaningful without being tot) 
idealistic.... whether big or small... because if they are Just 

anJ the streets are lotted with shoetina stars. 



forgettable trash, Id rather write nothing at all. I'm a 
perfectionist In that sense, not that things must be perfect 
but that they must be my best and unique in some way - ' 
cooking has been like that for me latey, I find myself sort ol 
creating" the final product by feeling It with my senses J 
make it like an unchoreographed dance and I taste smell 
and don't follow the redpe....It WORKS though.. ..and I am 
smugly relieved when my soup or cake Is tasty and delicious 
when my family gobbles It up... I love the aroma of bubbling 
onk>ns, the sizzles, throwing in dashes of salt that I collectec 
n the palm of my hand... it is all pure delight to me, but m\ 
ess tasty dishes, like my "Pilgrim's Pie" the other night, make 
life seem stale and I feel myself shrinking into Insignificance 
and feeling as tasteless as the muck I just wasted my time 
preparing.... 
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June 6th - Seattle, Washington 

Dark but the sky is glowing faintly of a color I can't name. They dont 
have a crayon for it in the giant box of crayolas. It's something like re4 
and black mixed together. I'm walking fast, but not with the fearful 
briskness o f a quick step before it turns into a run. These fields were so 
much bigger when I was a kid. Everything is shrinking now, everything 
but me. When I was little I longed for this day, longed for it like the 
finish line of a strenuous race where the runner gets no water and no 
bathroom breaks. Funny. I almost wish for those days again. ...not for 
the fear but for the mystery. I guess I thought I'd figure out the cosmic, 
secret when I grew up, and that was why I wouldn't be scared 
anymore. But I grew up and now I feel like all I figured out was that 
there is no secret. The field Is dark, cold, empty. There is no one herfc 
but me. And now I wish I was afraid. Fear could at least be company 
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THE LIE 

I watch you slipway from me. 

Our eVes no longer gaze up simultaneously 

towards that same burning pinprick 

of truth and light. 

You'll head north 

"y^« wrap d.n 9 y Jackets around you 

for warmth. ^^ n 

Where you can huddle tight with those 
who seem to have exactly what you need. 

It will never fit right 

like someone elses braces 

biting Into your gums 

blood trickling down your throat 

tasting like a poisonous penny. 

You will always blame someone else- 
the past that you can never escape. 

And you will stand too dose to the fire 

down the lonely road 
admitting defeat. 

I will head south 
waving goodbye continuously 
until I reach the place that 
storms only enter as wind 
through the tiny cracks 
in windows of dreams. 

I will wipe offsweat and fire 
each morning 

and overindulge In exotic fruits, 
denial, and fantasy 



for that precious metal, 
choking ont he dust of the ages 
tever tost behind the cupboards 

of forgotten housewives. 

She screamed and headed for the hills. 

completely intact. 

And she is still waiting for me out there now, 

humming under her breath 

a little tune we used to sing 

in bold, bright choruses. 

A song sung in a language 

And she will wait for me 

until the day the sun is too tired to r.s» 

and shine its forlorn face , 

on a world *^ nn longer needs it toseej 



I know her. 
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(rKannants it/tier breath 

By the side of a forgotten road she sits 
precariously balanced on the median 
one thumb pointing up like a rocket 
about to shoot up to the drying red sun. 

She watches the last straggling travelers 
with steady, steely eyes. 

No one stops. 

Blood frightens even the hunter 

when the trapped animal 

can still breathe enough 

to bare teeth, 

when common sense is replaced 

by red carpets, 



dirt 
swept 

under. 



So she sits as the Great Sphinx of Egypt 
has sat for centuries, 
breathing in sand through 

K2S3» *e fingernails green 

of this lost wonder of a world no longe. 
shattered pieces of dvilizatjor 
scattered under once pink 
but now blackened feet. 
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Day after season 
no shining carriage comes 
galloping gallantl) 
round the bend. 

After centuries she tires 

and eyelids finally drop 

like lead in water, 

but headlights shine through, 

the thin, fragile skin 

like the lights of the city 

when she was once young 

(or was youth just a dream?) 

and we crossed the hill 

expecting only blackness 

and were surprised 

by lights like stars in night; 

where black birds fly like bat: 

beating wings whispering goodbyes* 

against navy liquid blue skies 

And the celestial silver thumbprint; 

that they once called moon 

was almost full 

save for the few droplets 

that rained down on our soft heads. 

So we held out our hands 

and captured them as mercury 

in thermometers, 

then took them into the nearest town 

and sold them in glass bottles 

labeled as lullabies. 



But when the last glass was sold 
and carelessly was shattered, 
I went scrabbling on hands and knees 
behind bedposts and under tables 



Quotes from the one and only Jakey Durb: 
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"Dont take a shower the door 
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"I want to live each day for Itself 
like a string of colored beads, 
and not kill the present by cutting It uf 
in cruel little snippets to fit some 
desperate architectural draft 
I for a tal majal In the future." 
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The Battle Lines Are Drawn 



I think you love me, Eleanoi 
Even if you don't know how to say it.. 
I see it in the way you always mess up 
when I watch you paint your fingernails, 
but you keep painting them anyway- 
red and pink stripes like a victory flag across your cutides 
You never could stand to lose a staring contest, 
even when we were kids. 
I'd stare you down like the lone gunman, 

you would hold up your fingers in the gesture your sister taught you- 
the one they use in India to repel the evil eye 
You never blinked once, 

even when your eyes filled with tears and snot trickled down your face 
and onto your red lips like raindrops on the windshield of your Geo Metro 
You didn't care what your face looked like, 
as long as you came out on top. 
You never looked more beautiful. 

That is why I love you, Eleanor- 

For your chipped red fingernail polish, 

For your predictable phone habits 

(Always after the second ring, 

did you think I didn't notice?] 

For the flowers you dug up from the root 

And planted outside my window last spring- 

you never did like to watch things die. 

I love you for every misplaced hair, 

for every sigh from your lungs, 

for every note you sing off-key, 

for every morning breath, 

for every courtesy laugh. 

I love you because I always have, 

and I know that you love me 

because I know you, Eleanor. 

Since the very beginning, 

until your hair is gray and your red lips shrivel with ag« 

your eyes will always challenge min< 

and I shall lose to you in the utter contentment of a mar 

who has understood that any minor casualty 

is worth the final victory. 
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What balls of fiery c osmic gas 

do they know -^BBMFFJk!U^^^^a«& 

that ever said: "Wish on me, 'W 

for I have power 

to make the winds of time change, ' 

and I can make you love." 



I have yet to meet a star that did anything 
but wink at me In passing blackness MHka 
lightyears from the place where any 'warmth can permeate 
the cold indifference of the heavens, r 



Yet they continue to gaze up to the heavens 

infinitely cold 

and infintely black. 

And they wish on random pinpricks of light 

tinier than an infants fingernail 



You are the only one I have ever known 
who was wise enough to wish only in daylight 
The whole world watched you irreverently 
your face turned rapturously 
towards the blazing sun. 



No one knows how to wish with their eyes wide open. 
Everyone forgets that the sun is our star. 
I think that says something 
about who we are. 




-'Van A mas 
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Gttl. Ofimai 

In douded mirrors we gaze 
upon shadows of becoming 
and sallowed states of being- 
lips crackled, dry, muttering 
incoherencies disguised as prayers; 
ugly crusted eyes exhausted 
from endless searching; 
pores leaking grime of the centuries 
aching for renewal 
in an eternal spring of milk and honey. 

The mirror is temporal. 

It's death shall come with th€ 

sound of a milllion hooves stamping, 

the wild roar of thunder moving across horizons, 

the curtain tearing straight through 

into the very bowels of the earths great belly. 

The glass will then shatter and rain one last brm 

in pure crystal showers, 

stars falling like manna 

from the place no rocket can ever fly to, 

the place no telescope has ever seen. 

On the day of our exodus we will saddle up 

and ride 

deep and hard into the cold, starless night 

our eyes fixed steady on that distant light 

that will finally burn through our iron shackle: 

and thaw our tongues so that we can truly speak 

with tongues of angels 

and eyes that see only 

the most beautiful of dreams. 









Hanging out with my brother 



in mJ >li I V— ^Stt 




drifts the appalling swx> 




fid the divers bnlkant fan* 



limes are hard fir dreamers- Ajnek 



'(Sf music he the food of lew. plaj* on!' C W&m Shakespeare 

Sometimes I complain about music, about the whole scene, about how 
much it Dlsses me off that it's not about the art itself anymore, It s Jus! 
about being cool and fitting In. But then I am reminded once again how 
much music really is the breath of life, and then I just can't care about 
the petty politics involved. More than anything else that I regret, i 
regret that 1 quit taking piano lessons. I loved playing. I loved to learn 
songs and then play with my eyes dosed so that the story of the music 
could unfold in front of me like it was always meant to. But I was a 
stupid lazy kid who hated practicing. My father told me I would regret 
it, because he did. I should have listened to him. I remember he took 
lessons for awhile too, but it was just too hard for him with work and 
kids to keep It up. He still sits and plunks away at the piano 
sometimes. So do I. 

Music Is from another world, that I firmly believe. Here are two 
different ( recent) Instances where music captured me like a magic 
spell. 

I was walking on the boardwalk In Clearwater Florida. Headed out oi\ 
the pier where booths were set up with lights and handmade trinkets 
and knicknacks. People bustling in the moist air that dung to my bod} 
like a towel taken from the dryer too soon. The night was bright 
overhead, stars and dty lights and an occassional bolt of frenzied 
tropical lightning searching for a plot of earth. Munching on a giant soft 
chewy pretzel and looking at anklets with my cousin, I heard the 
sounds of a deep, mournful baritone wafting over the white sand, t 
followed It trance like to side of the pier and stared Into the bonfire af 
it danced reverently to the words of Amazing Grace. It was the dosest 
to home that I've gotten in a long time. It wasn't until the song ended 
that I realized that my face was not just moist with the ocean air, but 
hot tears of remembrance were seeping out of the ducts of my eyes. 

Was walking through St. Peter's Basilica In Rome. Never have£ 
encountered such man-made beauty. The great echoing caverns, the 
marble statues, the colors so deep and all of us scrabbling around Ilk* 
little ants, staring up up and around in dizzy wonder, feeling so in awl. 
of human capabilities, heads slightly bowed in humilitian of how fa* 



we've come from that, the Mcuonaia's down the street. Suddenly the 
sound of a choir from heaven, beautiful voices blending together lik€ 
water, running up and down Inside me and making me feel 
goosebumps all over. Kat and I looked at each other and without a 
word set off to find the angel choir. Was surprised to find they were 
not angels at all, but rather a choir group of elderly Americans, singlnc 
with their wise hearts wide open. Couldn't break away until the end ol 
the song. '■* 




June 26th, Taree Australia 

As we neared the well-trod dirt road that veered sharply to the left and 
up the hill, Ems horse decided to take a little detour. About half-way up 
the hill I was watching wallabies bound across the path in the pin* 
fading sunlight, and I hear a faint "ahhhhh!" from the bottom of the hill 
Both Pepper (horse) and I runed around the see Emily, still in the 
saddle, feet still in stirrups, lying flat on her back against her horses 
bum, going straight under some very low branches of a tree. It' was ^th«, 
funniest sight ever, as I write I can't stop laughing at the mental picture 
of her completly horizontal, screaming as her horse decided to go God 
knows-where. Tom Arnold (our riding instructor looked just like him) 
just sighed impatiently and called, "GRAB the REIGNS as if she did li- 
on purpose, whilst I just laughed in teh way that I rarely feel safe tp 
any more... body shaking, tears streaming out the ducts of my eyes. 
Even now I laugh and Em hears me and says, "enough! she knows why 
I'm laughing... 
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The men who hunt for mirrors no longer capture me. 

I have turned in my cracked silver glass 
for two legs, two arms 
and five segfeses that 
can be used to breathe 
in moments like oxygen. 

No longer do I care to jump about 
and wobble frantically 
in a vain effort to distort reality 
so that he may feel alive. 

A choice is always given, 

but sometimes she must give it 

to herself. 

But if he ever cares to escape 

from the pages of the fairy tale 

and move about in the wide open spaces 

of earth and sea and sky, 

this former damsel from the tower 

of distorted dreams 

will now gladly reach out 

a calloused, imperfect human hand 

and together we can pull out 

bright and bold 

into life 

into love. 



I know it's hard now, sister, 

hard to believe that this world 

is the same place that it was when we were 

five and needed no more reliability 

than the faint song from the ice cream truck 

coming round the corner every day at four. 

All we needed was fifty cents to fill the dream 

But if I was there right now 

you know Id get out the old sprinkler - 

I'd even try and squeeze into my old suil 

just to make you laugh, 

and I'd sit on the grass for hours 

eating tomatos like apples 

while you could strip off the years along with your clothe- 

and run through the tender droplets 

free like we used to be. 




June 17th - Port Douglas, Australia 

Scuba diving opened me up to all these other possibilites for adventure 
And there's really something to be said for that feeling one gets after 
exiting the water and drying off, eating a good meal and wrapping up \r\ 
a warm towel, snuggling up next to a boy you would have never mer 
otherwise, and will probably never see again, save for memories of * 
few days spent in an underwater world together. It's all so simple, so 
whole, so pure and good. No ulterior motives. Sun, strength, water, 
beauty, simplicity. Makes stuffy intellectualism seem so ridiculous ami 
far away. These boat guys have got it made. If only I could bottle thiff 
feeling for when I go back to school.... 

What I have been doing here Is running on the beach at night with, 
Emily. Tonight was especially dark, with clouds covering the moon, wit^ 
an occassional break where a burst of glittering stars winked out against 
the darkest of blues. The stars here are by far THE most glorious I have 
ever seen, not just stars but entire galaxies of filmy light and solar 
systems and every bright burning light in the heavens pure and visible 
and as it was always meant for us to see. It's like the last refuge «\ 
earth, the beaches are still white and the water still deep green an4 
crystal celar blue when the wind hasn't kicked up too much and the skf 
is clear. Running on the beach, sand causing leg muscles to work an4 
stretch, breath in hard pants, waves on shore, dark sand and trees ', 
occassional splashes of light on sand from porch lights of houses set 
back in the night. If I could run like this every day, I would always be 
happy. This is what the human body was made for - for beauty, for 
excersise, for a million stars overhead and white sand underfoot and 
bare feet in grocery stores. I wish that the aborigine tribes had 
imperialized the white "men, - had turned us all into naked natives who 
knew and used the earth without exploiting it. I could run forever, of 
these beaches, and they would never end... alone in the night, the onl/ 
night where alone feels right. 
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"(P)ur suffering is a peeing off and 
revealing a brand new skin, 
anewpewer £teve heals all 
wounds and net fust time abne. ' 
Jeff (buckler 



Do you remember when we were little, 

and Mama used to pick us dandelions 

and rub them on our noses? 

I would dose my eyes and squirm because it tickled 

you always held perfectly still 

Then our eyes would meet 

and we would both smile- 

the tip of your red tongue filling 

the gap between your two front teeth. 

Then summer would come 

with crickets at night and 

you would take off all your dothes 

and run through the sprinklers 

while I sat on the ground watching you play/ 

in my pink and purple polka dotted 

swimming suit, 

thick, moist grass dinging to my bare thighs. 

And Mama would hide our shoes 
on the top shelf of her doset. 
She told us she wanted us to know 
the feel of dew in the morning, 
and cool dirt sifting 
between our toes at night. 
We said she was crazy, 
but secretly we knew better. 

Do you remember when she planted that garden 

next to the avacodo tree 

in our backyard? 

We watched with the awe of a father 

experiencing the birth of his first child 

as tiny seedlings 

turned into red, plump tomatos 

and bumpy green zuchinnis. 

You decided to dress up as a tomato for halloween. 

I ate tomatos like apples. 



